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another world ; but except for these glimpses of the West,
we were far in time as well as place from all that had gone
to make our previous lives.

In the dungeons below us, Arab prisoners were living
chained together in pairs : where one went the other had
to follow : we were witnesses of many a macabre quarrel
on the way to the latrine : some drank their own urine :
the stench from their cells was over-powering.

And now a party of British and Indian soldier prisoners
arrived from Baghdad. About two hundred and fifty men
had been captured just before the siege of Kut: they
were taken first to Baghdad and thence by forced marches
to Kirkuk, a mountain town on the borders of the Turko-
Persian frontier. Why they were ever sent to Kirkuk I
do not know, unless it was thought that the sight of
starving prisoners would re-assure the population regard-
ing the qualities of the British soldier. After being ex*
hibited to the population, they were sent on to Mosul
through the bitter cold of the mountains, and arrived
shortly after the New Year of 1916. Only eighty out of
the original two hundred and fifty survived this march.

Sixty men arrived in column of route. Some were
barefoot; some had walked two hundred miles in carpet
slippers ; all were sick and many sick to death ; but
they carried themselves with the " courage of a day that
knows not death. ..." Surely history has rarely seen
so sad and brave a column. . . . Silently it filed into the
already crowded cellar, out of our sight.

After these men had disappeared, the stragglers began
to arrive. One man, delirious, led a donkey on which the
dead body of his friend was tied face downwards: he
unstrapped the corpse, and fell in a heap beside it
Dysentery cases collapsed in groups on the parade ground*